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Rick Lowe

About Things
I like touching things. I like holding things. My hands have their
own brains.
I have five working digits on each hand. They are constantly
bending, flexing, looking for things to touch and hold and grasp.
Circumstances permitting, I often find myself involuntarily seeking
out the most desirable-looking thing in the vicinity in hopes of
touching it. I like to squeeze things that are squishy or crunchy,
that give in to pressure. And if it has a texture! That thing’s getting
scratched. . . until I get bored, or annoy someone, or scratch the
texture right off it.
There are two reasons why I like touching. When I was a kid, I
wanted to touch everything. Not pick up and throw across the room,
not put in my mouth and swallow, not use as a bludgeon. Just touch,
and feel, and experience. Certainly never steal, if the thing’s owner
was nearby, or had explicitly forbidden contact with their possessions.
Of course, forgotten things are another story.
“Don’t touch anything!” said my caring, loving, well-meaning
parents. So I didn’t touch any things. I hated that phrase, but I
listened. I was a good boy. I can count the number of times I was
spanked on one hand—not to say that I was never a brat, only that I
learned quickly which lines not to cross.
Do you see where this is going? Need I say more about my
childhood? Need I explain that without an authority figure there to
keep my hands idle at my sides, I now feel so liberated, that I can just
reach out and. . . touch.
Every thing.
That randomly-ridged, faux-marble countertop in the computer
room in high school. The shiny smooth floor at every Kohl’s, ever. The
bumpy labels on bottles of chocolate syrup. Any thing made of clay.
Velvet, velveteen, and rabbits of both persuasions. Those lamb’s ear
plants with their fuzzy leaves. Smooth and glossy wooden chessmen.
A white pine’s needles. Dad’s plastic case for his drill heads, slightly
oily and embossed everywhere with tiny Crown logos. That zig-zaggy
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card that came in the Independence Day box that blew the White
House up again and again when you turned it left and right.
Rose petals. If they weren’t so pretty, I’d squeeze and scratch
and touch every rose I came across—but I can’t stand to ruin them.
They’re squishy and they have a soft, veiny texture, but they smell
nicer when they’re alive, generally. I only like to break things that
deserve to be broken, make stimulating noises when broken… or
some combination of the two. Icicles and eggs and celery and bell
peppers all crunch when you apply force to them. Sure, you can
content yourself with just hearing the crunch, but why not feel it in
your fingers as well?
Records have a wonderful texture, but I must not—ok, just a little
touch, a very gentle touch when my brothers aren’t looking. A tiny
rub. Maybe, drag the back of one of my nails across the vinyl, very
gently so I don’t scratch it. Just enough to feel the ridges; the amount
of self control it takes to prevent myself from digging my nails into a
record like full-on claws…
My urge for order and symmetry acts as one of two inhibitors to
the urge to touch and scratch things—the other inhibitor being “I
don’t want people thinking I’m a freaky nasty-ass Gollum.” But if
nobody’s looking, I’ll just. . . just. . .
What was that other reason I figured out? The Playstation. I had a
NES when I was younger, too—in fact I still have it and it still works,
but it needs blowing first.
Playstation controllers have a timeless, smoothly contoured shape.
I’m used to them after all these years. Xbox controllers are bulkier
by comparison and they confuse my fingers when I hold them.
In order to explain this better to non-gamers I simply make the
following comparison: a Playstation controller is Beyonce, and an
Xbox controller is Rosie O’Donnell. Try this: put your hand in front
of you, stretch your fingers out like a five-year old saying “I’m this
many!” and then relax your hand. See how your fingers curl up a bit?
Everybody’s do. And when I relax my hand, my fingers curl to almost
the exact shape of a Playstation controller’s grip.
Through years of video game addiction, my hands became rather
antsy, for lack of a better word. When I want to calm some anxiety,
I find something to hold or grab onto. Anything. A pen. An artist’s
white eraser I found laying on the ground, untouched to paper. A
staircase’s railing. Maybe I drag my fingers along a wall as I walk. If
I have absolutely nothing to hold, I drum to the music in my head—
there’s always some. When I walk, one hand must do something—
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thread my thumb behind my book bag strap, swing my keys around,
slide down into my pocket and clutch my MP3 player just to have
something functional to do.
Most people don’t seem to care about the things they touch.
They’re all about the visual. They “know” what things feel like, or at
least imagine it, and so I guess I can see why they don’t care—when
I clue them in to my obsession with feeling textures and things, they
give me at best a funny look and a laugh.
Me, I’m extremely tactile. I’m easy to amuse—or rather, I easily
amuse myself.
Bubble wrap so help me God, I’m too weak.
Yeah, I like to experience things, but. . . I can’t focus on multiple
things at once. I wish I could. There’s lots of things I want to do
and not enough time in which to do them. The fact that I’m such a
horrible multi-tasker only compounds that problem. It makes me
seem hyperactive sometimes because instead of handling two or three
things at once, I do one thing, then switch to the next for a minute,
and then the next. Or otherwise, I sit there on one thing until it’s
done—to the exclusion of progressing further in other things.
No, you silly self-help life counselor goose. It’s not something I
can improve on. It’s a biological limitation on my sensory organs
and brain. I focus on ONE THING AT A TIME. I’ve not always
known this about myself, but the paths of self-exploration often lead
to discoveries only after they’ve been walked for miles upon miles. I
suppose I’m not the worst of the populace, but working with other
people has shown me that there are people who can learn to be
excellent multi-taskers. I can’t, though—and not for lack of trying.
A specific example, though unrelated to actually performing tasks,
is the way I use my ears. I can follow conversations just fine. I can
focus in on one person’s speech in a crowded room, with enough
effort. When lots of people are talking and making noise, I drown
them out unless I think they’re worth listening to. It’s when multiple
people try to speak directly to me at the same time that I suffer
sensory overload: my ears ring, my eyes squint, my chest swells up
in anger, and I have to make them pay for their insolence. Even now
just thinking about it, about two or more overly talkative people
trying to get my attention at the same time, I can feel and hear this
aching sensation in my ears, and the noise it makes reminds me of
the whoosh high winds make when they bitch-slap you.
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My hearing is not exceptional, as the presence of too much
background noise will muffle extreme frequencies and prevent me
from engaging in proper conversations… but in some cases where
background noise is not a factor, I have found that I am able to hear
dog whistles. Not every dog whistle is the same, mind you. I mean to
say that if you blow a dog whistle in the same room as me and there’s
not a lot going on, I might actually look up from what I’m doing to
locate the source of the insidious, high-pitched keening that causes
me pain if continuous. You’d then receive an inquisitive, irritated, or
pleading stare. If a few seconds go by and you haven’t stopped, my
temperature and voice will begin to rise, signaling imminent doom.
You have been warned. Try it sometime if you don’t believe me. I
advise locating the nearest exit beforehand, in case your particular
whistle “works.”
Other high frequency noises grate on me as well. TVs and other
screen-type devices often emit a similar, comparable-to-dog-whistlebut-less-offensive noise that is usually covered up by the audio of
whatever they’re currently displaying. That’s why I like the sound of
keys typing—it covers the monitor’s ring.
I suppose it’s not so much that I can hear these noises, but that I
notice them more than other people seem to. I like to listen to music
through headphones; not only do headphones replace sounds I don’t
want to hear with sounds I love, but they allow me to hear everything
about the music, every individual instrumental track, harmony vocals,
every component that makes up a song.
There is one noise, one sound effect in particular that makes my
entire body heat up with fury almost instantaneously: a crying baby.
I don’t know why. Other grievances I can think about and decide
not to let them bother me. But I can’t think properly in the presence
of the rage-inducing sounds of a baby, who won’t shut up or who
has caretakers that are so inept as to let the cries continue, over and
over and over again, the same noise, wailing, shrieking, screaming,
bawling, squalling, SILENCE THAT OBSTREPEROUS THING
AT ONCE BEFORE I INTRODUCE IT TO MY FRIEND MR.
OPEN WINDOW!
I’ve heard that once you hit thirty-ish, your hearing capabilities go
down a bit, meaning in a decade or so I might not be so bothered by
these things. I’d love to have two or three kids someday, so I sort of
hope so. I mean, come on—I can hear dog whistles but I can’t wolf
out? What a crock.
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Now here’s a terrible thing: the word ‘interesting.’
Go ahead and say it out loud to yourself. It’s wretched. Say it
again, only this time say it the way it’s meant to be said: stroke your
chin—or if you have a goatee, that instead—and use only your index
finger and thumb to do so, and then pronounce it fully: ‘IN-ter-ehhsting.’ Narrow your eyes at whatever thing you think befits that bland
description, and maybe give a small unpleasant grin, not unlike one
that feasts on excrement.
Disgusting, aren’t you. Look at yourself in the mirror as you do it.
Gross.
What we have here is a misnomer. The word ‘interesting’ is
anything but. In fact I consider it to be one of the most disinteresting,
boring, apathetic, and overused words said by every lazy-mouthed
mustache-twirling villain in the English-speaking world.
“That’s. . . interesting.”
“Oh, how. . . interesting.”
“Here’s what I thought was interesting: blah blah blah.”
“Well there’s an interesting take on the subject.”
“That’s an interesting point you make.”
“Interesting. Interesting.”
Just stop it, stop it, before I explode and shower everyone nearby
with unspeakables.
How much more creatively can we put what we say? Go back and
look at those things in quotes up there, one more time; this time try
to imagine the situation and what the speaker might mean, or what
they’re avoiding saying by using that word.
“That’s. . . unappealing.”
“Oh, how. . . tacky.”
“Here’s what I thought was an audacious point to make in that
essay: yabba dabba doobie.”
“That’s certainly an astute observation you make, even though I
think you’re wrong.”
A more shallow reason I have come to dislike that word over time:
everybody near me says it. Constantly. I almost want to start tallying
up the amount of times in a day I hear someone close to me use the
word ‘interesting’ when I know they meant some other thing.
“I’m politely telling you I don’t find those shoes pleasant to look
upon, in the least. In fact, they are definitively the ugliest footwear
it has ever been my misfortune to encounter. Who thought it was a
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good idea to color a couple of pieces of foam insulation neon green
and shape them into a pair of slippers?”
“Well, that’s an interesting pair of shoes.”
Words! More words for my feast! Tell me why you think
something’s interesting! What’s so interesting about it, that you find
it interesting? Interesting is infuriating.
It’s like the word “weird” or “awesome.” It’s used so much that the
meaning evaporates, making its wielders come across as vapid and
of average intellect. Like… like swear words. Every once in a while?
Ok. Every other sentence? Hell no. Talk about a thing that makes my
eyes roll. Here I am, interestingly enough, drowning in an interesting
puddle of convenience and other interesting things, clutching onto
the occasional minor swear as it floats by.
Stroke your chin, damn you.

Half the bottle had been laying in the sun, so half the stuff that
went into my mouth was warmer than the other half. I could taste
the apple juice, and the citrus—that lemony zing. Temperature and
taste reached equilibrium when I shook it.
I sat down to enjoy this new thing, mind blazing with delight and
an idea; I pulled out some paper and a relatively un-chewed writing
utensil and scribbled down a sort of journal-like paragraph for typing
out later.
Wrote I: “And so, on this afternoon I’ve been fed. The juice is thick
enough to be both beverage and snack. I have a new favorite thing to
add to my memories.
“Thank you God, for this thing.”
Said God: “I wanted you to have this. Just because I love you.”

I found a thing lying in the grass, half beneath a picnic table. I was
disappointed; clearly it had something orange, creamy and most
likely delightful inside, but I didn’t know how or why it came to be
in the grass—obviously someone had forgotten it there, which was
sad…
. . . but were they around to claim it? To take, or not to take. That
was the question.
In situations like this I am most like a raccoon. I picked it up to
inspect its viability as a consumable. In video games this is known
as the ‘examine’ function, usually activated by pressing your action
button. When you do this, your character will give you a sentence
or two about the thing you’ve just examined, letting you know if it’s
important to your progress or not.
“Shake well! Separation is natural. Ingredients: apple juice, mango
puree, orange juice, guava puree, peach puree, ascorbic acid (Vitamin
C), natural flavors, acerola juice powder, citrus bioflavinoids, rose hips
powder, zinc oxide.”
What is that? Zinc oxide? Zinc is healthy for you, right? At least
it’s not titanium dioxide.
Wait. Is it even open? It looks. . . full.
It’s not. It hasn’t even been opened. Is the seal broken? No! I
will… I will take it and try it. My goodness I can already taste it. A
tropical jamboree in my mouth. Gimme. C’mere lid. You’re in the
way. Is anyone looking?
So delicious. So sweet. Tangy. Tart? You forgot to shake, stupid.
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